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and his officers taking off" their hats, shrugging
their shoulders, and lifting up their eyebrows
into arches steeper than the 6C Bridge of sighs "
or the " Pons asinorum." The last words which
I caught were "pauvres diables/' from the
captain, and " enfin c'est %al ** from the officer
next him. Nothing remained but to row back
to the lazaretto, which accordingly we did,
the Greeks tossing back their heads with
scornful laughter, the Armenians and Jews
gesticulating with rage, while a solemn Turk
who said nothing, evidently thought the more,
twisting his beard in his hand, glancing after
the ship with lurid eyes, and no doubt wishing
for a sword!

On returning to the lazaretto, the first thing
we discoyered was that, during our brief absence,
a hundred and fifty pilgrims, on their way to
a saintly shrine in a neighbouring island, had
taken possession of our dens. There we stood9
a group for a painter, with our portmanteaus on
our shoulders, our bags in our hands, bitter
indignation swelling in our hearts, and our eyes